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Statement  of  Purpose 

Nexus  ,  the  Selwyn  House  School  newspaper,  serves  three  main 
purposes:  it  is  an  open  outlet  for  student  and  staff  opinions,  ideas,  and 
creativity;  it  is  a  medium  through  which  current  events  relevant  to  the 
school  may  be  made  known;  and  finally  it  is  -  or  should  be  -  a  breath  of 
fresh  air  in  the  sometimes  boring,  always  hectic  school  days  of  every 
Selwyn  Boy. 
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EDITORIAL 


A  Sensational  Summer 

The  media  seems  to  exist  only  to 
sensationalize  the  news.  Since  the  end  of  May, 
the  media  has,  to  use  a  cliche,  had  a  field  day 
with  various  stories.  The  summer  began  with 
all-sorts  of  predictions  and  speculations  about 
the  Meech  Lake  Accord.  What  would  happen  if 
it  failed.  Would  Canada  cease  to  exist?  Whose 
fault  would  it  be?  Since  the  failure  of  the 
Accord,  nothing  of  any  great  significance 
seems  to  have  happened.  It  was  just  another 
case  of  the  media  gone  wild. 

The  svmimer  continued  with  the  crisis  at 
Kanesatake  and  Kahnawake.  Since  July  11, 
the  barricades  and  sieges  have  dominated  the 
news.  Following  closely  behind  was  the  Iraq 
crisis.  The  story  too  received,  and  is  still 
receiving,  a  lot  of  attention.  Admittedly,  these 
^crises  are  of  great  significance  and  importance 
Pior  those  concerned,  and  for  all  Canadians 
from  a  moral  standpoint.  But  they  are  now 
masking  other  equally  important  issues. 

Before  the  death  of  Meech  and  the 
Mohawk  crisis,  most  Canadians  were  worrying 
about  the  arrival  of  the  GST.  The  GST  will  be 
here  as  of  January  1, 1991.  This  new  7%  tax  is 
supposed  to  replace  the  13%  manufacturer's 
tax.  It  will  cover  almost  all  goods  and  services 
with  the  exception  of  some,  yet  to  be  named, 
basic  groceries.  To  top  this  off,  the  province  of 
Quebec  is  generating  its  own  general  sales  tax, 
which  will  apply  to  some  currently  untaxed 
items. 

The  government  argues  that  the 
manufacturers  will  lower  their  prices  because 
they  will  no  longer  have  to  pay  their  13%  tax. 
This  is  supposed  to  cushion  the  effect  of  the 
GST  for  the  consumer.  In  the  greedy  and 
profit-minded  society  we  live  in,  the  consumer 
.  will  probably  not  see  any  reduction  in  prices 
'  When  chip  bags  went  to  200  g.  to  190  g.  did  the 
price  drop?    Moreover,  in  a  country  already 

plagued  by  illiteracy,  printed  matter  will  now 


be  taxed  by  both  the  provincial  and  federal 
governments.  Surely  this  is  a  matter  which 
concerns  all  Canadians. 

The  media,  in  focusing  to  much 
attention  on  sensational  news  instead  of  on  all 
the  news,  has  buried  the  GST  and  other 
important  issues.  In  spring,  there  might  have 
been  still  time  to  modify  the  GST  to  prevent  its 
passing,  or  at  least  insisting  on  some  kind  of 
watchdog  agency  to  supervise  its  proper 
implimentation,  to  ensure  that  any  reductions 
would  be  passed  onto  the  consumer.  By 
ignoring  it,  the  media  has  prevented  such 
action  from  being  taken.  One  hopes  that  come 
January,  all  Canadians  are  pleased  with  the 
media's  choice  of  sensationalism  over 
importance. 

Prosanto  Chaudhury 
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ESSAYS 


The  Politics  of  Equality 

Everywhere  you  turn,  there  seem  to  be 
cries  of  racism,  discrimination,  and  unfair 
treatment  coming  from  the  mouths  of 
minorities  and  "disadvantaged  groups"  from 
all  over  the  continent  (Don't  worry,  I'm  not 
nearly  as  bad  as  Warren  or  Dave).  More 
striking  than  the  number  of  accusations, 
though,  is  the  hypocrisy  of  many  of  the 
proposed  methods  of  dealing  with  these 
problems.  It  seems  that  once  a  so-called 
prejudice  has  been  uncovered,  the  immediate 
response  is  to  institute  some  form  of 
discrimination  favoring  the  minority  originally 
affected  by  the  problem.  Two  recent  examples 
of  these  double  standards  are  the  Ontario 
College  of  Art  affirmative  action  plan,  and 
Actor's  Equity's  refusal  to  allow  Miss  Saigon, 
the  tremendously  popular  British  play,  to  run 
on  Broadway  unless  the  lead  role  was  played 
by  an  Asian.  In  both  cases,  discrimination  is 
used  to  fight  discrimination. 

The  Ontario  College  of  Art  has 
instituted  a  new  policy  designed  to  raise  the 
female  population  of  the  staff  in  which  all 
positions  vacated  because  of  retirement  will  be 
filled  by  women.  Qualified  men  will  not  be 
considered  for  the  job.  The  reason  for  the 
decision,  obviously,  is  that  women  have  been 
treated  unfairly  in  the  past,  and  such 
discrimination  can  no  longer  be  tolerated.  The 
story  run  in  Maclean's  was  titled  "Fighting 
Sex  Discrimination,"  an  unlikely  title 
considering  the  writer  supported  the  College's 
decision.  The  evidence  clearly  suggests  that, 
at  least  in  the  Ontario  College  of  Art's  opinion, 
sex  discrimination  itself  is  not  so  bad,  as  long 
as  it  is  not  directed  toward  women. 

A  similar  circumstance  arose  on 
Broadway.  Although  they  reversed  their 
decision.  Actor's  Equity  initially  barred  the 
play  Miss  Saigon  ,  a  story  about  an  Eurasian 
pimp,  from  the  United  States  until  the  lead 


role  was  taken  by  an  Asian  instead  of  a 
European.  The  great  irony  of  this  wonderfully 
egalitarian  decision  is,  of  course,  that  the  lead 
role  is  Eurasian  (half  French,  half  Viet- 
namese) and  not  actually  Asian.  Actor's 
Equity  decided  that  to  forward  equality  among 
all  races  of  actors,  only  Asians  can  play  roles 
meant  for  Eurasians.  It  is  not  equity,  I'm  sorry 
to  say,  that  the  group  advocates,  but  privilege 
based  on  nothing  more  than  race. 

In  both  cases  mentioned,  the  motive 
behind  the  action  taken  was  to  fight 
discrimination.  In  truth,  though,  it  is  not 
prejudice  that  is  seen  to  be  at  fault,  but 
discrimination  against  minorities,  specifically 
women  and  Asians.  The  message  being 
projected  is  that  in  our  world  today, 
discrimination  is  perfectly  acceptable,  as  long 
as  it  is  directed  to  the  majority.  It  is 
justifiable,  apparently,  to  refuse  to  hire 
someone  simply  because  he  is  a  white, 
European  male.  But  to  do  the  same  to  an 
Asian,  or  a  woman  or  any  other  "visible 
minority"  is  despicable,  bigoted,  hateful,  and  M 
piuiishable  by  law.  In  the  fight  for  equality  in 
our  world,  far  more  importance  should  be  put 
on  equality  and  much,  much  less  on  special 
privileges. 

Hugh  McGuire 


Mini  Putt:  Mini  Life 

I  don't  expect,  nowadays,  that  television 
cosistently  produces  high  quality  programs 
that  meet  our  intellectual  demands.  I  also 
understand  that  what  we  see  in  our  t.v. 
screens  at  home  is  part  of  a  multi-billion  dollar 
industry  whose  success  is  based  on  your 
ratings,  and  I  have  never  made  an  exagerated 
effort  of  criticising  television  for  shows  I 
beleive  to  be  too  violent,  ridiculous,  or  juvenile 
because  I  realize  that  there  are  people  who  fit 
in  these  categories  in  our  society.  However,  ^ 
pathos  cannot  be  tolerated,  for  I  assume,  % 
perhaps  naively,  that  the  vast  majority  of  the 
population  are  not  pathetic  and  do  not  enjoy 
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watching  lamentable  programs  such  as  the 

|horrific  display  of  goonery  that  I  was  privy  to 

"ast  night. 

You  must  first  believe  that  I  was  an 
innocent  victim,  as  I  am  sure  many  others 
were  as  well.  I  was  absently  flipping  through 
the  channels  of  my  television  set  when  I  was 
jolted  from  my  fatigued  stupor  by  a  deafening 
cry.  "Birdie!!!  Oh,  mon  Dieu,  quelle  bonnne 
strategie  de  la  jeune  Louis  Grenier!"  When  my 
eyes  have  adjusted  to  the  picture,  all  I  could  do 
is  shake  my  head  while  trying  to  find  an 
answer,  which  I  knew  could  not  exist,  to  the 
embairasing  destruction  of  human  integrity  I 
was  witnessing.  I  realized  then  that  the 
commentator's  remarks  referred  to  a 
particularly  deft  shot  on  certainly  one  of  the 
more  intimidating  holes  of  a  mini-putt  golf 
course  in  the  back  yard  of  a  Canadian  Tire 
outlet.  I  was  unfortunate  enough  to  see  the 
slow  motion  replay  of  the  fabled  "athlete's" 
dexterity.  One  thing  was  for  certain"  the 
player  had  redefined  his  triumphant  "double 

Pt)ump"  to  an  art  and  was  no  less  impressive  in 
his  colorful  high  fives  to  the  three  or  four 
brainless  spectators  who  had  gathered, 
undoubtedly  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  their 
favorite  mini-putt  celebrities,  on  their  way  to 
re-apply  for  entry  at  Aviron.  The 
professionalism  is  not  left  to  chance  in  a 
production  of  this  magnitude,  as  one  can  see 
grand-mere  Lefebvre,  shawl  and  all,  in  the 
background  hitting  with  the  best  of  them. 
Don't  underestimate  the  skill  necessary  to  get 
a  good  QPMA  (Quebec  Mini-putt  Association) 
ranking.  Professional  mini-putt  players  must 
have  nerves  of  steel  to  compete  in  front  of  ten's 
of  ten's  of  people  whose  stirring  applause 
manages  to  be  barely  audible  under  the  sound 
of  revving  eighteen  wheeler  engines  on  the 
busy  Trans-Canada  highway  just  a  hop,  skip, 
and  jvunp  from  the  scenic  course.  Ah,  but  no 
sport  would  be  complete  without  prestige  and 
proper  etiquette.    The  greens  comittee  has 

I  obviously  worked  itself  to  the  bone  cutting  and 
pasting  spare  scraps  of  astro-turf  to  the  ground 
giving  the  course  a  well  founded  pride  in  itself 
while  putting  such  top-notch  establishments 
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as  Pebble  Beach  and  Glenn  Abbey  country 
clubs  to  shame.  And  don't  expect  to  waltz  onto 
the  QMPA  tour  wearing  just  any  golf  attire. 
Stringent  course  rules  require  that  one  must 
wear  a  long-collared,  pea  green  golf  shirt  and, 
strictly,  a  pair  of  white  Jordache  slacks  to 
match  with  the  manditory  two-toned,  canvas 
top-siders  that  provide  extra  grip,  even  on 
those  wet  days  when  traction  could  mean  the 
difference  between  winning  and  losing  even 
worse. 

The  fact  that  this  was  televised  is  really 
a  disgrace  to  the  players  but  moreover  to  us, 
the  viewers.  Now  that  I  have  put  thought  to  it, 
something  it  does  not  deserve,  I  am  in  some 
ways  sympathetic  to  the  players  because  I 
know  this  isn't  their  fault.  I  mean  it  can't  be. 
No  one  would  run  around  like  a  complete  idiot 
in  front  of  a  camera  like  that.  Oh  yeah.  I 
forgot  about  the  fact  that  they  get  payed,  and  I 
won't  bother  saying  how  much  because 
anything  is  too  much.  It  dismays  me  that 
someone  has  taken  a  tacky  passtime  and 
turned  it  into  a  terrifying  reflection  of  the 
depths  people  will  go  to  to  lose  their  dignity 
and  self  respect  to  something  that  is  an 
alternative  to  shuffle  board. 

Charles  Tingley 


Mohawk  Madness 

The  overpowering  local  hot  news  item  of 
the  summer  was  no  doubt  the  Mohawk 
barricade  and  confrontation.  We  were  all 
obssesed  with  the  exact  placement  of  each 
bivouac  of  both  confronting  teams.  The  story 
was  stoned  and  shot  to  death,  and  then  some. 
In  the  shadow  of  this  hideous  behemoth,  the 
future  of  our  country  in  the  growing  abyss 
seperating  the  English  and  the  French 
speaking  people  was  but  a  trifle  matter.  I 
longed  for  anyone  to  tell  Brian  Mulroney  to 
think  more  about  his  country's  future  as  a 
whole.  In  lieu  of  this,  someone  should  spend 
some  time  on  the  language  debate. 
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French  speaking  Quebecers  who 
comprise  75%  of  Quebec's  population  but  only 
25%  of  Canada  and  much  less  in  North 
America  have  an  understandable  fear  of  losing 
their  language  and  culture  forever.  They  want 
to  protect  their  way  of  life  as  best  they  can  in 
ever  possible  way.  A  majority  feels  that 
French  only  signs  in  front  of  stores  will  help  in 
creating  a  defensive  shell  for  their  culture. 
Many  Quebecers  feel  that  all  road  signs  should 
be  unilingual  French.  Would  these  prjects 
really  save  their  culture? 

If  French  speaking  Quebecers  really 
want  to  save  their  language,  then  why  do  they 
listen  to,  in  English  Bon  Jovi,  Guns  'n  Roses, 
the  unutterable  N.K.O.T.B.,  Poison,  and 
others.  (Just  look  at  MusiquePlus.)  Will  it 
save  the  French  culture  if  Celine  Dion  and 
Daniel  Lavoie  sing  in  English?  They  must  be 
martyrs  of  the  French  culture,  non? 

Listen,  chers  compatriotes,  if  you  really 
want  to  save  French  I'm  in  one  place  that 
would  be  good  to  start:  a  school.  Make  our 
friend  Education  be  the  messiah.  Bring  up  the 
standards  in  all  schools;  teach  more  about  the 
founding  ideals  of  the  culture.  Teach  the 
Quebec  and  French  classics  from  very  young 
and  please,  please  use  magasin  instead  of 
"store"  You've  got  a  big  cause  to  make  it  work 
right  unless  its  just  an  impossible  dream. 

Compris? 

Ali  Dibadj 


Grammatik... 


Is  the  new  IBM  grammar  check  for  all 
IBM  word  processors,  as  well  as 


converted  Macintosh  files. 


Available  for  use  in  the  Computer 
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NORMAND  IS  STAFF  MEMBER  OF  THE 
MONTH 

The  first  Staff  Member  of  the  Month 
award  for  Selwyn  House  School  was  presented 
by  Nexus  to  Normand  Brault  recently,  in 
recognition  of  his  valiant  efforts  in 
extingmshing  a  kitchen  fire. 

The  position  of  Staff  Member  of  the 
Month  has  been  instituted  by  this  publication 
to  recognize  the  valiant  and  heroic  efforts  of 
Selwyn  House  employees  that  might  otherwise 
be  forgotten.  Nexus  awards  this  honour  to 
any  staff  member  in  their  opinion,  shown 
bravery,  courage,  charisma,  £ind  nobility  above 
and  beyond  the  call  of  duty. 

This  month,  Nexus  is  proud  to  present^ 
this  award  to  Normand.  Recently,  a  fire  broke" 
out  in  our  kitchen.  Although  many  of  us  are 
not  aware  of  it,  a  drama  unfolded  behind 
closed  doors.  Apparently,  some  grease  from 
the  meat  loaf  spilled  onto  the  gas  stove  and 
erupted  into  scorching  flames.  Normand, 
thinking  only  of  others,  came  to  the  rescue. 
Pushing  other  kitchen  staff  away  from  the 
source  of  danger,  he  plunged  ahead,  fire 
extinguisher  in  hand.  Before  anybody  knew 
what  was  going  on,  he  had  the  fire  out.  Many 
lives  were  saved  and  unimaginable  damage 
was  avoided  due  to  the  quick  and  selfless 
actions  of  Normand. 

Eyewitness  accounts,  although 
contradictory,  all  pointed  towards  one  thing; 
the  heroism  of  Normand.  One  onlooker,  who 
preferred  to  remain  anonymous,  said  this:  "It 
was  incredible.  The  flames  were  huge!  I  didn't 
know  what  to  do.  Thank  god  for  Normand.  If 
it  wasn't  for  him,  I  don't  know  what  would 
have  happened."  ^ 

Our  proud  senior  editor  presented  a 
beaming  cook  with  a  token  of  our  appreciation. 
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When  asked  to  give  a  speech,  Normand  had 
fcnly  this  to  say:   "I  just  hope  it  doesn't  happen 
again." 

I  think  we  can  all  feel  more  secure  in 
our  classes  from  this  day  on,  knowing  that 
such  a  man  is  running  our  kitchen. 
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^ 


Mathew  Pelton 


WISDOM  FROM 
ROB 


Dear  Rob, 

I  have  a  small  problem.  You  see,  my  English 
•teacher  marks  in  a  bracket.  For  months  now, 
"Ve  consistently  been  getting  77%,  no  matter 
what  I've  written  about.  For  example,  I  wrote 
a  piece  about  the  U.S.  Iran  conflict,  a  piece 
which  I  thought  was  very  well  done  and 
recieved  my  usual  77%.  The  following  week,  I 
wrote  an  even  better  paper  about  the  current 
conditions  in  Eastern  Europe  and  again  was 
awarded  a  77%.  To  further  prove  my  theory,  I 
then  wrote  a  piece  about  two  horses  who  had 
fallen  deeply  in  love  with  a  mushroom.  They 
consequently  had  a  friendship  ending  fight 
until  they  were  told  that  the  mushroom  was 
gay  and  then  resorted  to  falling  in  love  with 
each  other  even  though  they  were  both  female 
horses.  Still,  I  got  a  77%.  What  should  I  do? 


Bewildered 


Dear  Bewildered: 


What  we  have  here  is  a  classic  case  of 
"MYTEACHERMARKSMEINABRACKETISIS 
".  A  big  word,  yes,  but  with  a  very  simple  cure. 
Confront  your  teacher.  Tell  him  how  you  feel. 
It  might  be  that  your  teacher  just  wants  you  to 
come  to  him  and  ask  him  how  to  better  your 
writing.  Perhaps  he  feels  unneeded  because 
you  are  such  a  good  writer.  Make  him  feel 
wanted  and  you  will  get  that  78%.  If  that 
method  doesn't  work,  there  is  only  one  thing 
left  to  do:  go  get  yourself  some  serious  power 
tools  and  show  them  off  to  your  teacher  in  a 
kind  way.... 


P.S.  If  your  replacement  teacher  treats 
you  in  the  same  way  and  you  feel  that  your 
writing  is  as  good  as  you  say  it  is,  then  submit 
to  Nexus,  it  might  actually  help. 


P.P.S.    Especially  that  one  about  the 


horses. 


Chain  of  Fools  (cf.  Aretha  Frankhn) 

Receiving  a  chain  letter  from  someone 
reveals  either  1)  that  this  person  doesn't  like 
you,  2)  that  this  person-against  all  odds-was 
born  yesterday,  or  3)  that  this  person  has 
succumbed  to  the  threat  (implied  or  stated) 
that  you  will  "break  the  chain,"  continuous 
since  the  time  of  Caesar,  and  will  bring  ruin 
upon  yourself,  your  children,  and  all  the  other 
saps  counting  on  you. 

My  cousin  Kathy  was  the  first  person 
ever  to  send  me  one.  All  I  had  to  do  was  send 
ten  cents  to  six  other  people,  and  through  the 
magic  of  the  chain,  I  would  in  turn  receive 
dimes  from  thousands  of  others  and  retire--a 
wealthy  eleven  year  old--to  the  south  of 
France.  This  letter,  the  first  and  only  I've 
taken  seriously,  produced  no  dividends  for  me 


or  Kathy.  Since  then,  I've  received  others  with 
promises  of  baseball  cards,  comic  books,  even 
more  money.  Just  last  year,  a  colleague  who 
should  know  better  sent  me  one  that  promised 
enough  golf  balls  for  a  lifetime.  All  I  had  to  do 
was  send  a  few  "sleeves"  (packs  of  3  balls)  to 
the  names  mentioned,  and  soon  I  too  would 
never  again  have  to  pay  for  a  Titleist.  Right. 
Pyramid  schemes  work  only  for  those  who 
initiate  them;  anyone  more  than  a  couple  of 
steps  down  the  line  is  a  loser,  either  materially 
or  congenitally.  People  go  to  jail  for  planning 
these  if  the  fraud  is  big  enough. 

Last  week  I  received  a  different  kind  of 
chain  letter.  A  British  boy  named  Craig,  dying 
of  a  brain  tumor,  wants  to  enter  the  Guinness 
book  as  having  received  more  letters  and  cards 
than  anyone  else.  (Understand  that  Craig 
himself  did  not  send  this  letter  to  me.)  A 
prestigious  American  prep  school,  themselves 
on  someone  else's  list,  sent  an  appeal  to 
Selwyn  House  and  nine  other  schools  for 
students  to  send  many  cards  and  letters  to 
Craig.  We,  in  turn,  are  to  contact  10  other 
organizations,  and  on  this  goes. 

Let's  assvune  that  Craig  actually  exists. 
Will  the  tens  of  thousands  of  letters  and  cards 
ever  be  read  by  him?  Will  he  be  pleased  at  the 
money  wasted  on  stationery  and  stamps  for 
him,  when  (do  some  calculations)  tumor 
research  covdd  benefit  instead?  The  date  of  the 
original  appeal  is  not  stated.  Did  Craig  die 
years  ago?  If,  as  the  letter  reads,  he  has  "only 
a  short  time  to  live,"  will  he  be  around  to  know 
how  this  appeal  has  spiralled,  without  control 
and  without  ending? 

My  dark  heart,  though,  tells  me  that 
Craig  is  apochrj^jhal,  an  "urban  myth "  of  the 
sort  described  by  Jan  Harold  Brunvand  in  his 
books  about  these  stories.  In  C-nr<=ips!  Broiled 
Ag-ain!.  Brunvand  relates  the  story  of  "Little 
Buddy, "  a  Scottish  lad  dying  of  leukemia  who, 
like  our  Craig,  wants  to  be  in  the  Guinness 
book.  He  says  that  not  only  did  Little  Buddy 
never  exist,  but  that  this  particular  myth  has 
been  aroimd  in  its  present  form  since  the  early 
1980's,  duping  not  only  individuals  like  former 
U.S.  President  Reagan  (easy)  to  worthwhile 


groups  like  the  "Make  a  Wish  Foundation " 
(hard). 

Craig,  real  or  not,  won't  be  getting 
Selwyn  letters.  At  best,  his  is  a  misplaced 
wish  that  by  now  must  be  a  bad  joke  to  him  or 
his  family.  Chain  letters~any  of  them--have 
their  place,  and  that's  in  the  recycling  bin.  Am 
I  a  block,  a  stone,  a  worse  than  senseless 
thing?  Have  I  a  hard  heart?  Am  I  a  cruel 
man?  I  don't  think  so.  But  knew  I  young 
Craig?  No.  And  it  wouldn't  matter  anyway. 

Geoffrey  Dowd 


PUZZLES 


1. 


FIND  THE  SLOPE  OF  OP. 


2  IF    TG    AND    AN    ARE    TANGENT 

SEGMENTS,  AND  THE  RADIUS  OF  BOTH 
CIRCLES  IS  1  CM,  FIND  THE  MEASURE  OF 
THE  SHADED  AREA. 


J^^-yrisf^i 
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IF  THE  RADIUS  OF  THE  LARGER 
:iRCLE  IS  5  CM  AND  THE  RADIUS  OF  THE 
;MALLER  circle  is  4  CM,  FIND  THE 
DIFFERENCE  OF  THE  AREAS  OF  THE  AREAS 
DF  THE  TWO  SHADED  SECTIONS. 


4.  AB,  BC,  AND  CA  ARE  DIAMETERS  OF 
THE  SEMI-CIRCLES  SHOWN.  THE 
MEASURES  OF  THE  DIAMETERS  ARE  c,  a, 
AND  b  RESPECTIVELY.  FIND  THE  SUM  OF 
THE  TWO  SHADED  AREAS  IN  TERMS  OF  c, 
A  AND  b. 


CLASSIFIED 


1.  Lange  TXI  skiboots  (yellow)  excellent 
condition.  For  Sale.  Size:  10  1/2.  Price  of  70$ 
Contact  Oliver  Sasse  of  10  B.  or  call  at  935-3510 


2.  Nexus  woiild  like  again  to  have  Heard  in 
the  Halls  as  a  feature.  Please  submit  any 
funny  quotations  that  you  have  heard  in  our 
hallowed  halls  of  learning  to  any  one  of  the 
editors. 


> 
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